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A WHEEL PARTY 


Emily, “Sister,” Pell, and Harry, 

And little Jenet the family fairy, 

Have learned their lessons and finished their tasks, 
So off on their wheels they go— 

Gay and jolly and full of fun, 


Because their duties first are done. 


L. H. H. 
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THE WEE WISDOM CLUB W 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER. 


THE PARTING OF THE WAYS 


September grass was brown and sere, fruit lay in 
gold and scarlet heaps in the orchard, the river banks 
were low and the current ran slowly and reluctantly to- 
ward the ocean, which rolled beneath a cloud-flecked 
sky. The children lay full length in the dry grass or 
leaned against the apple tree, whose grateful shade pro- 
tected them from the afternoon sun. Robert’s eyes were al- 
_ most closed by the scowl] over his forehead. Tom Bell and 
his brother Henry sat brooding over the matter under dis- 
cussion, while Willie Monk’s mild face was almost sad in 
its grave expression. The girls were all so solemn that it 
would have been hard to say just which one did look the 
gloomiest. Mildred and Nellie openly dried the tears 
from their eyes, for all the world to see; Margaret, Sal- 
lie, and Lois looked distressed, and Kate Bell for once 
in her life forgot to smile. 

“All our good times are over now, and you just 
don’t need to tell me they ain't,” sobbed Nellie. 

“There is no use trying to have a club after the 
three girls and Robert go away; I just wouldn't have 
the courage to even try to go on with it,” said Mildred. 

“Of course it is just as you older members say,” 
said Kate. “Of course I’m only a new member com- 
pared with the rest of you; but I feel as if it would break 
my heart to give up the club.” 
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“Don’t give up the ship, boys, don’t give up the 
ship,” quoted Tom Bell, without even a thought of mirth. 

“Just because Margaret, Lois, and I have to be in 
boarding school this winter, and Robert has to be in the 
Academy the club shouldn’t stop. Of course we cannot 
attend all the meetings, but we will be here during the 
vacations—Christmas, Easter, and all summer; so I 
don’t see why you should all feel like this over it,” said 
Sallie. “You can have your meetings just the same, 
and we will be members and write letters, and—and— 
oh, for goodness’ sake, Nellie, dry your eyes and don’t 
lock so much like a funeral!” 

“It’s all very well for you folks, ‘cause you are go- 
ing away and will meet other people that you will like, 
and—and you may like ’em better ’en you do us.” an- 
swered Nellie with a fresh flood of tears. 

“Nellie, don’t you be silly now,” said Lois; “ cause 
you know well enough that we couldn’t like any one else 
half so well as we do the club. So don’t talk like that, 
for it just makes me miserable and spoils all my ’joy- 
ment of goin’.” 

“I wish it would spoil it so that you’d not go,” re- 
torted Nellie. 

“There will be six of you left, and Mrs. Bell says 
you can meet with her; for of course you wouldn’t want 
to meet at our house while father and mother are in 
Europe, and no one at the house. You can meet at Mrs. 
Bell’s and have the programs just the same as usual, 
and our letters will be our part of the work. And once 
a week one of you (you can take turns, you know) will 
have to write to us, for we will be your ‘Foreign Cor- 
respondents, and there will be a lot that we can all do.” 
Sallie was growing quite cheerful over the prospect. 

Willie dashed cold water over her spirits, however, 
by muttering: “With Sallie, Lois, and Margaret at 
boarding school in another place, and Bob here only at 
nights, there isn’t any use of trying to have a club.” 

“Come now, Bill.’ Robert broke in with his first 
remark, “you know well enough you fellows that stay 
have the best of it. I'd rather take castor oil than go to 
the old Academy, and you know it. If my Dad was as 
smart a lawyer as some folks think he is, he could see I 
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hain’t going to do no good down there, ’cause I hate it! 
But a feller has got to do what his folks say he must, 
even when he knows better himself. You just wait till 
I’m twenty-one, and then see if I go to the Academy. 
You bet your life there will be no Academy in mine!” 

“No, you will have finished it by that time,” said 
Lois, with the first attempt at a laugh. 

“Never mind, Bobby,’ Henry Bell consoled, “I'll 
be with you next year. It would have been Academy for 
me this year if Dad hadn’t had some hard luck in money 
matters and he couldn’t afford to send me.” 

“Gee! 1 wish my Dad had have had hard luck; but 
no such good luck as that for me; for you see my grand- 
mother sent me the money and said she felt it a privilege 
to be able to lend a hand toward making a man of me. 
And oh, Jing! I had not only to accept her offer, but 
had to write a letter in the bargain; and ma made me 
tell her I appreciated her interest! Poppin’ fire-crack- 
ers! Think of that for a mother who says she wants me 
to be a truthful angel!” Poor Robert kicked the ground 
viciously. 

“Well, of course we want to go to boarding school,” 
said Lois, “but we could not have gone if father 
hadn’t had to go to Europe on business and mother 
wanted to go too. Maybe we won’t like it, but we will 
* have to stay anyway, so you folks at home are the safest, 
“cause you know what you are up against.” 

“They will turn you out of school if you continue 
to use such slang,” said Sallie, with a frown at her 
sister. 

“Maybe I’ll wish they would before I’m there many 
days, so it may come in handy; one never knows,” an- 
swered Lois. 

“TI haven’t been a member of this club a year yet, 
but I'll tell you fellows what! it’s too jolly a thing to 
end its days just because some of the members must go 
out into the wide, wide world to seek their fortunes. We 
ought to be here and keep the fires burning a welcome to 
them when they return to their own kingdom, all bat- 
tle-scarred and dying, or bleeding, or something. We 
will be the ‘home camp, and send these four of our 
brave and best warriors out to meet the enemy. We 
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will make them swear, like King Arthur did, “To ride 
abroad redressing human wrongs; To speak no word of 
slander, no, nor listen to it; To honor their own word 
as ‘twere their God’s; To live sweet lives in purest chas- 
tity,’ and all the rest of it, you know. They will take 
turns in writing to us, and we will take turns in writing 
to them. We will meet same’s ever, and have programs, 
and when they come home for vacations we will have our 
business meetings. So don’t look so glum, all of you, 
for we will have good times, and many of them.” 

They all cheered up considerably after Tom Bell’s 
remarks—all except Robert, who grumbled: “I don’t 
see how that’s going to help me none; it’s Academy for 
me, club or no club.” 

“Stop your growling, Robert Wilson,” said Marga- 
ret. “You will be the most enthusiastic student at the 
Academy after the first three weeks, ‘cause I know you 
of old. Hvw would you like to be me? I don’t want to 
go to boarding school at all, but mother thought that as 
Sallie and Lois were going it would be company for me, 
and that I had better go and see if I would be homesick. 
And it won’t do me any good if I am, for after I start 
in I’d hate to give up and play the baby act. So now. 
Bob, don’t you play baby, but just buckle down and do 
as your father wants you to, and you will come out all 
right in the wash.” 

There was silence between them for a tee minutes, 
with only the munching of apples and an occasional sigh 
from the hearts of the members. Then Margaret spoke: 
“You must elect another president and secretary, of 
course. I think you had better do it right now, for by 
next week we will be off.” 

“No we won't either,” said Willie, with unusual de- 
cision. “We will elect an ‘acting secretary’ if we are go- 
ing to keep up the club; but Margaret and Sallie have 
got to keep their offices, even if they aint here.” 

“What is an ‘acting president and secretary’?” 
asked Mildred. 

“Why, one that ‘acts, of course,’ answered her 
brother. “And if Tom will be president and Nellie will 
be secretary while the others are away, I'll say, ‘Let’s 
keep the club going.’ ” 
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So Tom and Nellie were elected president and sec- 
retary to fill the places while the others were away. 
Each child pledged himself to stand by, and uphold, 
the Wee Wisdom Club to the best of his abilitv. With 
very grave faces they shook hands all around, and with 
something very moist about their eyes they turned home. 

The next week, with a good deal of bustle and ex- 
citement, Sallie, Lois, and Margaret started for board- 
ing school. The club was at the station to see them off, 
and many were the boxes of candy, flowers, and goodies 
brought to them to cheer them on their journey. The 
train pulled out amid a flurry of waving hands and a 
shouting of last messages. Then the seven remaining 
members loked at each other in a forlorn way. 

“When do you start in the Academy, Bob?” asked 
Tom, just as if he did not know as well as Robert; but 
he felt that he must say something to break the awful 
stillness. 

“Monday—next Monday. So long, fellows;” and 
Robert dived around the corner before another word 


could be said. 


Hadley Royce. 


A FINGER SONG. 
“This is the Bee-hive. Where are the bees? 
In and away where nobody sees. 
Now there’ll come three, peeping out of the hive— 
One, two, three, four, five.” 


Selected by anv Rusy. 


OUR BIRTHDAY OVERFLOW. 


ALK right in! Wee Wispom’s Birthday festivities 
are still in progress. Ye Editor and Blanche will 
see that you are all provided for this time. 

Last month Royal was quite overwhelmed by the 
unexpected number of his guests, and though four 
extra page-rooms were added to Wee Wispom’s ordinary ca- 
pacity, yet standing room could not be found for those who 
came last. 

It has been promised that “The last shall be first,” and 
that “the best of the wine shall be kept till the last of the 
feast.” Now, while we would not encourage tardiness or wait- 
ing, as virtues to be cultivated, yet you can see for yourself 
the rare feast that awaits those who were last. 

The decorations are fine. Our young artist, Billy Heit- 
land, represents, on the cover, Wee Wispom and her helpers 
gathering in her vintage. He is hinting at the harvest of 
new friends and subscribers you are helping her gather into 
her garners. Were Wispom is adding daily to her numbers, 
and she will strive to merit them by emulating her Mother 
Wisdom more and more, and keeping her pages filled with 
pure, wholesome thought-food. 

You see, dear Wisdoms, we feed unon our thoughts, and 
unless they- are nourishing, our souls are starved out and we 
feel unhappy and sick. We should be as particular about 
what we take into our minds as we are what we take into 
our mouths. 

We are all very dainty about having things clean for the 
mouth, yet really it matters more that we should be careful 
in choosing clean, true thoughts for our minds. The thinking 
always comes before the doing; no one ever does wrong who 
thinks right. 

Keep out of your thoughts all that you would not have 
come into your life. A thought seems such a little thing, and 
yet it is the greatest worker you have, and you will be either 
its master or its slave. Commence, then, right away to choose 
the kind of thought-companions you are to carry about with 
you. It is Wee Wispom’s mission*to help you do this. Think 
God’s thoughts—good thoughts—that carry love and joy and 
kindness with them. Think true thoughts, and you will feel 
the glad, free, health-giving currents of God’s life flowing and 
glowing through you. 

Never talk about disease, never criticise, never let angry 
thoughts have a place. Learn to love everything and every- 
body, and your life will be full of health and joy. 

It is our custom to send an extra Wee Wispom to every 
one who writes a letter or contributes something for her pages, 
and we always do this, unless our little writers fail to give 
their full addresses. Many do fail. We love to hear from you 
all, and to add to the general interest, you want to put your 
best efforts into your work. Tell of your success in keeping 
your thoughts so they will give you the best returns. We are 
much gratified with the splendid efforts put forth by our 
birthday guests. 
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JOLLYKIN AND THE PRINCESS PITTY-PAT 


{1 am sending this story to you now, as it was too late 
for the Birthday number. Will you please print it for Sep- 
tember? I send also three illustrations, which I went over in 
India ink. I drew them myself and should be very pleased 
to see them appear with my story, which is taken somewhat 
from a story I read; only I made a “truth story” out of it. 
—Mancaret Ereneter.} 

Once upon a time in the land of Dick-A-Dock, there lived 
a King—but then I guess you don’t even know about Dick-A- 
Dock. I have never been able to locate it on the map, but it 
is a very lovely little city and I’m sure if the men that made 
the maps knew how delightful it was they would endeavor 
to find it, that we might be able to visit it; but since they do 
not, we will go on with the story. This King had many sons, 
but only one daughter, 
whose name was Pitty- 
Pat. One would think 
with such a_ charming 
name and so beautiful a 
face she would possess a 
disposition to match; but 
alas! such was not the 
case, for she had a tem- 
per so fiery that no one 
dared go near her for 
fear of having their ears 
boxed, or a shoe thrown 
at their heads. The 
princes had long since 
learned to leave’ her 
alone, so she sulked in 
her room, nor did she 
venture forth to any of the gay festivities which took place in 
the palace. The people in Dick-A-Dock were naturally a good- 
natured people, so Pitty-Pat’s bad temper was unaccounted for. 
Her father was very much grieved at her, because she was his 
only daughter and he would like to have loved her if she were as 
nice as his sons. But one day a youth named Jollykin came 
to the palace on an errand to the King, and having never seen 
Pitty-Pat before, he fell in love with her and asked the King 
for her hand in marriage. 
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“Does Pitty-Pat love you?” asked the King in surprise. 

“That I do not know, for I have never spoken to her,” an- 
swered Jollykin. 

“Then ask her and tell me what she says.” 


So Jollykin went to Pitty-Pat, and making a bow said, 
“Pitty-Pat, will you marry me?” But the princess glared at 
him and cried: “What! marry you? you impertinent boy!” 
“Certainly, for I love you,” answered Jollykin. “Love me? 
Why, every one else hates me.” “Oh, I am sure that is not 


” 


so,” said he, realizing that she had a very bad temper. “It is 
your temper, not you, they hate.” “But my temper and I are 
one,” cried the enraged Pitty-Pat. “That cannot be,” argued 
Jollykin; “for while I love you dearly, I do not like your tem- 
per at all.” “That may be so, but my temper will not allow 
me to love any one; so you had better go before I hurt you,” 
answered Pitty-Pat. So Jollykin went to the King and told 
him what she said; it was as he expected. “But I can cure 
her temper, and if I do you must give me her hand in mar- 
riage,” said Jollykin. “Very well,” answered the King, “and 
my blessing also.” 
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Now Jollykin knew a great deal about a certain kind of 
magic that the people about him did not know, so he deter- 
mined to use this to aid him in curing Pitty-Pat’s bad temper. 
But he had forgotten the cure for bad temper, and must now 
travel south to the castle of a good and wise woman called 
Babbett, who knew all these magic arts. So he set out, and 
after he had traveled a long way he came to a river of glit- 
tering swords, and knew he could not get across. He sat down 
to think it over, and there on the grass he saw a spider. “I 
can spin a bridge for you,” said the spider, “if you will ask 
Babbett how I can see out of my other eye; for I am blind in 
one eye and it is very annoying.” “Certainly I will,” said Jol- 
lykin. So the spider spun a ; 
bridge across the river and 
Jollykin crossed over in safety. 

After a time he came to a 
deep gulf and there was no 
way for him to reach the other 
side; but soon a great white 
bird adighted by his side and 
asked him where he was going. 
Jollykin told him, and the bird 
said: “I will carry you across 
if you will ask Babbett to tell 
me how I can sing again. I 
have forgotten how.” Jolly- 
kin promised and the bird car- 
ried him across and he was 
soon before Babbett’s castle. 
He walked boldly in and asked Babbett how he could cure 
Pitty-Patt’s bad temper. “Whisper in her ear these three 
magic words: ‘You are love;’ and then kiss her, and it will be 
gone. As for the spider, he can in truth really see, but his 
thoughts have so long been blind to this truth that he has 
become blind outwardly also. The bird must first become 
joyous, for joy is his nature; and ne one can sing without 
being happy.” So Jollykin thanked her and went his way. 
By the deep gulf he saw the bird and told him what Babbett 
had said. “But I cannot be happy without laughing, and 
there’s nothing to laugh at.” Jollykin did not know what to do, 
but at last he thought of a funny story and proceeded to tell 
it to the bird, who laughed so hard that he soon found him- 
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self singing beautifully. So whenever he became sad he thought 
of the funny story and this would make him merry. Jollykin 
told the spider what Babbett had said, but he could not under- 
stand until Jollykin asked, “How is it you can spin a bridge 
for me and I cannot see where you obtain the material?” 
“Oh, that is natural for me; it is given to me by Nature; it 
is my natural gift,” the spider answered. “Then it is natural 
for you to see as your brother spiders see,” said Jollykin. 
“Yes, I am beginning to see,” said the spider. “How?” asked 
Jollykin, “mentally or physically?” “Both,” laughed the de- 
lighted spider. And Jollykin went on his way. Soon he found 
himself at the palace, and hastened to see Pitty-Pat; but she 
was very angry and threatened to throw her shoe at him. He 
only laughed, and taking her about the waist he whispered, 
“You are Love,” and kissed her. And all her bad temper van- 
ished, and she loved Jollykin dearly and they were married 
and lived happily forever and ever; for the people in Dick-A- 
Dock never die. Their thoughts keep them young and happy. 


Two Birthday Visitors 
anp Hitma Hanson, 
Redlands, California. 
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WEE WISDOM 
A TEDDY-BEAR STORY 


Written and Illustrated by James G. Kilton, Jr. 


There was a little Teddy-bear sitting in a show-case, on a 
glass shelf. “Oh dear! I wish somebody would buy me,” he 
said to a little white bear beside him. “I wish somebody would 
buy me too,” said the little white bear. 

Now real Teddies are black, brown, white, and cinnamon; 
this bear was a cinnamon bear. He was the next to the lar- 
gest in the show-case. In his ear there was a little round 
shiny thing, which had a piece of pasteboard around it, that 
had a funny mark on it that looked like this: $4.00. The big- 
gest bear had one in his ear too, only it had this funny mark 
on it: $5.00. 

These three Teddy-bears, the two cinnamon and the one 


“Can you do this?” 


white one, had each come from somewhere in queer, dark, 
crampy things that people call “boxes.” Finally the boxes were 
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opened and the men took them out and put them in the show- 
case, and all these Teddy-bears had names of their own. The 
big one called “Gianter,” and the next was “Jiminy Jam- 
sey Roosevelt Bear”—an awfully long name to remember, so 
we'll call him “Jim”; and the third one—well, he had not any 
name at all in this world, but in Teddy-bear land he was known 
as “N. Pole.” 
* > * * * * 

They had been sitting so still all day long, and now they 
wanted to stretch themselves. So at the magic hour (nine 
o'clock) there was a screech of sliding show-case windows, and 
soon the whole store was filled with Teddy-bears, monkeys, 
elephants, camels, birds, rubber snakes, and last, but not least, 
the kickory kangaroo. They all started to stretch with one ac- 
cord, and then sat down so suddenly that the store shook all 
over. 

They all waited about five minutes, when the window 
opened without a sound, and in came a stream of animals that 
live at the -houses of little boys and girls. 

Then—then came the fairy queen all dressed in a dress of 
spun gold, and all the animals made a circle by joining hands 
(1 mean paws and feet), and the queen flew into the center of 
the ring, and then the fun began. They did tricks, some stand- 
ing on one foot on the head of another. The three Teddies 
made a living tree, lots better than you see in the circus. 

They had a fine time until five o’clock, and when the clock 
began to strike five as quick as a flash they were all in their 
places. 

* * * * * cal 

The next morning a little boy and his mama were walking 
through the store. The little boy stopped and stared at the 
next largest Teddy-bear “Jim. The Teddy-bear returned the 
stare with his big shoe-button eyes, for it was the first time 
anybody had stopped in front of the big glass show-case. 

“Mama,” said the little boy, “can I have that Teddy-bear?” 

“If you have money enough to buy him,” she said. 

So the man took out the Teddy-bear and looked in his ear 
and said, “He costs four dollars.” 

“Have I got that, mama?” the little boy asked. 

“Yes, you have just four dollars.” 

So the little boy took “Jim” home wrapped up in a piece 
of smooth, crinkly kind of thing that was paper. When the 
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little boy got home Teddy saw that he was in the little boy’s 
room. Among other toys the little boy had a flying machine 
that would really go in the air, and big cnough to hold Teddy. 

That night, at the magic hour, instead of going to the 
store Teddy got in the flying machine and sailed all about the 
room, and found out that after all a room is not.so large. 
After he had flown around awhile, he let the air-ship go down 
and he got off to investigate. 

He had landed in a toy village instead of the yard in 
which he started. The people. which were made out of paste- 
board in the daytime. were now real, and running around. 
When they saw the Teddy coming towards them they were 


“Pretty, Pretty.” 


not afraid, because in that magic hour nobody hurts anybory 
else. He went into one yard and looked at the flowers; then 
he went into the other one in that row, to talk with the peo- 
ple and to play with the children. Then he knew it was pretty 
near the end of the magic hour, so he went back to his air- 
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ship and flew towards the chair on which he had been put the 
night before. 

Now a difficulty presented itself to him: he had jumped 
down from the chair easily enough, but when it came to get- 
ting up again, that was a different matter. At length he 
thought of a plan by which he could get back into the chair. 

He found a piece of rope (which was heavy string) and 
then got into the flying machine and flew to the top of the 
chair, where he stopped it. Then he turned the flying machine 
toward the box where it was kept, set it going after he had 
tied the rope to the little lever that stopped it. The flying 
machine flew right for its box, and when it was over it he 
pulled the rope and the flying machine settled down in its 
box. 

As soon as it had stopped the rope came off, and Teddy 
pulled it all to him, took hold of it with his right paw, and 
threw it into its place. 

Then he turned over and went to sleep until morning, when 
the little boy woke him up to play with him for the first time. 


Shirley Swayne. 


Shirley has been a reader of Wee Wispom for many years, 


and is an enthusiastic Truth seeker and demonstrator. He has 


written many interesting and “cute” letters for this magazine. 


4 
4 
if 
‘ 


WEE WISDOM 17 


THE LITTLE GIRL THAT TRAVELED A 
LONG WAY 


Marcaret Watton. 
(Continued from July Wee Wispom.) 
Part. EE. 


The boat went across the bay and stopped a few minutes 
at South V. If the little girl had peen alone she would have 
gotten off there. But the boat went on in a few moments, 
and they got off at V. She was glad she was not alone. They 
went to the car line, but the car had gone a few moments be- 
fore, for the boat was late at V. The little girl and the peo- 
ple waited two hours before the next car came. After they 
got off the car at N., they went a few blocks away from the 
station. The oldest boy and the little girl carried the suit- 
case. He complained and said it was heavy. The little girl 
had the heaviest part, but she did not complain. It was very 
heavy too. She went home with the people and stayed all night. 

The little girl cried softly when she went to bed. She 
tried not to, but she could not help it; she was lonesome. She 
wanted her mother and father. She thought, “Now it’s all 
right; I must not cry, I must go to sleep.” And then she said 
her prayers. She did not have any supper. In the morning 
the little boy went with her to find First Street, where her fa- 
ther stayed. The boy’s mother said he knew where First Street 
was, so he took the little girl there. They looked and looked, 
but could not find the house. They went a half mile down 
First Street, then the boy refused to go farther. He said he 
was tired and hungry. She asked him if he knew any print- 
ing offices. He named two, “The Register” and one other. The 
little girl said she thought the paper her father was on was 
“The Register.” But the boy took her to the other printing 
office first. Then they went to “The Register” office. On the 
way the boy wanted to stop and look at pictures. The little 
girl said she wanted to see her father and not pictures, and 
she went on. 

When she got to the office she went right in and asked 
if her father worked there. The man said he was up stairs. 
She went up stairs and said, “Hello, father.” He was so sur- 
prised and asked her how she got there. She told him all 
about it, and he said that something seemed to tell him she was 
coming then, and not next week. He did not get the telegram 
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that she was coming. He was on the same boat that went 
just as she got to the station. He did not see her get off, as 
she was on the last car on the train. He thought she’d come 
next week, so he went back on the boat. So she was at the 
end of her journey. Marcaser Watton. 
Lancaster, Cal. 


BABY 


Juuia Hays. 


It is evening, and the family are gathered around the 
fire in the living room of the great stone house. Baby is in 
his accustomed place on the leather sofa and father in the 
easy chair. 

The first tale of the evening begins—a pathetic tale; but 
baby cares not for the pathetic points. He bursts forth with 
a loud peal of laughter which echoes through the spacious 
rooms; and soon mother is telling the things he has said or 
done during the day, at the close of which, Baby adds finish- 
ing touches. 

Then brother enters with a whistle and immediately is re- 
lieved of same, as every novelty belongs to Baby. And that 
whistle can make strange music and he plays imaginary pieces 
on it, giving each new breach such names as “Sweet Bye-and- 
Bye,” “Rainbow,” and his favorite piece on the phonograph, 
“Turkey in the Straw.” Baby’s big sister has studies to learn, 
but with such a noise nothing can be accomplished. Soon the 
whistle is bribed away. A few tears, of course, but when a 
new red pencil is found, then the wee one is interested in 
drawing, and as each strange creature creeps forth from his 
pencil, a smile of satisfaction spreads over his dimpled coun- 
tenance. 

Even drawing becomes tiresome, at least to such a rest- 
less soul as Baby; so he climbs down from his chair and in- 
dulges in a romp with brother. 

And what comes next? Sleep! sleep for all children. To 
each and every tired child nothing is as refreshing as sleep. 

Baby tumbles again onto the sofa; all is quiet, but the 
clock ticks loud. His breathing becomes deeper, and at last 
Baby sleeps. But his mind is disturbed with the things of 
the evening, and two big tears well from under his drooping 
eyelids and a plaintive voice sobs, “Me ’onts my whissol.” 
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Victor, Coro. 
Dearest Wees—We have taken 
Wee Wispom so long we cannot get 
along without her. So here are her 
traveling expenses—fifty cents. We 
live in Victor, the city of mines. I 
will send a picture of my brother and 
myself to show you how Rocky 
Mountain children look. We have a 
canary. Her name is Betsy. We 
have a very good time out here. Sunday, July 10th, 
we were out at Bison Park. We went horseback riding. 
Saturday night we fished for trout. We had a very good 
time. A little boy in Chicago wishes to be a Wee, so here are 
the traveling expenses. Kindly send it to him, beginning 
with the August number. With much love to Mrs. Blanche 
and all the Wees, I am, lovingly, your little Wee, 
Estuer A. SNYDER. 
[Wee Wispom thanks Esther for bringing a birthday gift 


of a new friend, and for the privilege of visiting her home 
during the coming year.—Eb.] 


Hetena, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am sending traveling expenses for 
one year for Wee Wispom. You sent two sample copies and 
I thought they were very nice. I hope I can get more sub- 
scribers later. JOSEPHINE 


Denver, Coro. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI send you a story and some illustra- 
tions for the Birthday Wee Wispom. I am afraid that I have 
neglected you a little because I have not written you for a 
long time. I must close as I have written such a long story 
that it will make up for the short letter. With best wishes 
for Blanche, and Ye Editor, and a Prosperous new year that 

will come, I am, James A. Kirton, Jr. 


[James’s story arrived too late to have the picture put 
with it, so we will wait until next month to print it—Eb.] 
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Osweco, OreEc. 
Dear Wers—lI received my Wee Wispom yesterday and 
have finished reading it already. I am ten years old, and in 
the fifth grade. I am very much pleased that my story was 
published in the Wee Wispom. I am sending fifty cents for 
subscription to Wee Wispom for one year. We have a cow, 
a dog, and chickens for pets, and are very fond of them all. 

From your Wee, NELuE NELSON. 


[Wee Wispom is certainly glad to have Nellie with us for 
another year. Each glad little boy or girl added to the fam- 
ily makes it easier and pleasanter for the little magazine to 
carry its good news and happy stories to all the others.——Eb.] 


Toco, Sasx., Can. 
Dear Wee Wispom—tThis is my first letter to you. I am 
nine years. I am in the fifth grade at school; I like to go 
to school very much. I have a pet kitten and a little dog. 
I am coming to the party, too. I send a little poem. 
Wacer. 


“THE SILVER MOON.” 
“I wonder how they fix the moon. 
I thought, in days gone by, 
That some one took a high chair 
And hung it in the sky. 


“But now that I am wiser, 
I know no chair could be 
Made high enough to bring one up 
Above the cherry-tree. 


“And once I saw it shining 
All in the broad daylight, 
As if the moon-man had forgot 
It was no longer night. 


“And then some fleecy cloudlets came, 
Like little lambs at play, 
And when I looked for it again, 
The moon had blown away.” 
From your little Wee, Wacer. 


Toco, Sasx., Can. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending a verse for Wee Wis- 
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pom’s birthday party. I am sure it will be fine. I send my 
love to all the Wees. 
“Keep my voice today; 

Keep it gentle while I play; 

Keep my hands from doing wrong, 

Keep my feet the whole day long; 

Keep me all, O Jesus mild; 

Keep me ever thy dear child.” 


From your little Wee, VerGcie 
Branpy Crry, Cat. 

My Dear Wees—I wish you a happy birthday! I am send- 
ing you another new Wee, Kennan M. Emery, San Francisco, 
Cal. Please start with the Birthday number for him. I also 
send traveling money for Wee Wispom to go to Ruth Agnew, 
Alameda, Cal. My little friends Irene and Olive Calvin take 
you now. I let them read mine, and they liked you very much. 
We are at the mine where my papa works, right up in the 
mountains. My back yard is the woods; pine, cedar, and fir 
trees grow there. We have all kinds of birds, too; I found 
nine little nests with the dearest little eggs in them. We just 
watched them, and the baby birds were so cute. Love to all 
the Wees. From Donatp STRANDBERG. 

[Wee Wispom and all Wee Wispom’s friends are made 
glad by Donald’s birthday present of two new friends and 
subscribers to Wee Wispom. Donald’s love for the little mag- 
azine seems to be contagious, and all his little comrades are 
catching it. It’s a good thing to love, for health, joy, and un- 
derstanding follow in its wake——Eb.] 


SxonomisH, Wis. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending you a birthday card. 
You can keep it in your office or pin it on the wall, so every 
one will know that Wee Wispom is now “sweet sixteen.” I 
have had the measles, so couldn’t write the story I wanted to; 
but I will some other time. It is awfully good to get out 
doors again, and my flowers look lots nicer now than they 
did. I guess they knew, and did their best to be pretty. Love 

to all the Wees, Merte Garner. 


[Wee Wisnom thanks Merle ever so much, for the pretty 
birthday card, and is trusting that the time is soon coming 
when her Wees will be delivered from such appearances of 
error as that spoken of. “Only the Good is true.”—Ep.] 
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WeenawkeN Hetcurts, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisrom—lI felt like drawing, so I’m sending you 
a picture of a palace. I’m not sending you the poem I prom- 
ised, ’cause it wasn’t very good. So I will send you another 
one. Its name is “My Little Torch.” I hope Wee Wispom will 
grow and get more friends each year. Your loving Wee, 
Kerr. 


MY LITTLE TORCH. 


My little torch will light the way 
To Love and Truth, 
And I will never go astray 
For Christ will bless my tender youth. 
M. G. Kerr. 


[Marjorie’s picture should have been in India ink for re- 
“production.—Eb. | 


Toco, Sasx., Can. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending a poem for Wee Wis- 
bpom’s birthday party. I hope she will have the best birthday 


party she ever had. I send my love to all the Wees. Good- 
bye. from your little Wee, : Crara Wacer. 


Two little owls went sailing, 
Under the clouds and the rain; 
And perched on the garden paling, 

To try and get breath again. 
“It is terribly wet!” she panted. 
“Oh, what are we going to do?” 
He looked and he sighed. 
“To woo!” he replied. 
“To woo, little love, to woo!” 


Then he opened his old umbrella 
Over her little brown head. 
“You keep me so dry,” she whispered. 
“Squeeze close, and keep warm,” he said. 
And the Grandmother Owl was smiling, 
As she saw how the rain beat through. 
“There is nothing like love,” she whispered. 
“To woo, little birds, to woo!” 
Selected by Ciara Wacer. 
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Witmincton, N. C. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We do not take the paper, but our 
Aunt Ethel does. She reads it to us and we enjoy it very 
much. As she is sending her picture we will send ours too. 


Annie, Graydon, Ellwood and Irene Horne. 

We wanted to get there 
in time for the Birthday 
number, but if not, guess 
we'll be in time for Septem- 
ber. The largest one in the 
group is our Aunt Annie 
Horne. We are Graydon 
Horne, seven; Irene, six; El- 
wood, five; and Mildred, aged 
one. We send a separate pic- 
ture of little Mildred, too. 
She is a little “Truth” baby 
that nas never taken any 
medicine, but has always been 
well and hayyp. We send 
welland happy. We send love 
to all. Tue Lirrre Hornes 
Mildred Horne. 


Wuire Bear Laxe, Mrixn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I heard that for the birthday letters 
you wanted gardens mentioned, so I will tell you about mine. 
I have a large garden with eight beds. The first bed contains 
Bachelor Buttons, Pinks, Coreopsis, Violets and Daisies; the 
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second one, Violets, Sweet Alyssum, Love in the Mist, and 
Mignonette; the third, White Petunias, Star Flower, Calen- 
dulum, and Asters; the fourth, Gladiolus, Cosmos, and Snap- 
dragon; fifth, Nasturtiums; sixth, Cosmos and Snapdragon; 
seventh, Hollyhocks and Snapdragon; eighth, Carrots, Sorrel, 
Parsley, Lettuce and Radishes. I planted it all myself, and I 
water it every evening. Best love and congratulations to Wer 
Wisvom for her birthday. I remain your loving little Wee, 
Friepa H. Cravussen. 


Repianps, Cat. 

Dear Wers—I have attended Wee Wispom’s birthday party 
seven times before, and the cake was so nice the last time that 
I didn’t intend to miss it this time. We have moved since 
I wrote you last and now we live on one of our orange groves, 
which is about a mile from the center of town. We all like 
it fine out-here after having lived in town for so long. Blanche 
suggested that we write about our gardens. My flower bed 
didn’t do much good this year because I planted the seeds 
too late. We planted some melons between the rows of orange 
trees and my two little brothers go out and count their mel- 
ons every day. There are also a number of peach trees in 
the grove and they often come home with their hats filled with 
peaches. We went to our Sunday school’s annual picnic and 
had a fine time. I enjoyed watching the bathers and riding 
on the merry-go-round. I never went out boat-riding because 
it was too warm out on the water. I graduated from gram- 
mar school and will enter High School next September. I 
will have over three miles to go to school then. I am inclos- 
ing fifty cents in stamps for Wee Wispom’s traveling expenses, 
as I think her time is up in August, and also a picture of my 
sister and myself. It was taken out in front of my garden quite 
a while ago. We had had some company and we had the roses 
on the dining room table. They thought they were so pretty 
that we decided to take a picture of them, so I am bringing 
them with me to the party. Well, I will close for this time 
so as not to crowd some other Wee out. I would like very 
much to have some of the Wees write to me. I remain as ever, 
Your Wee, Hanson. 


[Edith’s letter came too late to get the picture in, but it 
will appear next month.—Eb.] 
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Witmincton, N. C. 


Deak Wee Wispom—As 
I have taken you for a good 
while and like you very much, 
I thought I would write a 
short letter and send you my 
picture. I wanted to get it 
there in time for the Birth- 
day number, but it was so 
that I couldn’t; but I hope to 
see it in the next number. I 
am eighteen years old. Well, 
I will close, with lots of love 
to all the Wees and dear Mrs. 
Fillmore. From your loving 
large Wee, 


Eruet Montcomery. 


Sreriine, Coro. 
Dear Eprror—I am sending Were Wispom two stories. The 
one entitled “Baby,” I wrote when quite young; the other, 
“The Tree in a Three-cornered Lot,” I wrote a few months 
ago. I do not care which you use. This is the first time I 
have written to the magazine. but I have enjoyed it very much. 
I live in Colorado, and the weather is very hot just now. I 
enjoyed the Fourth of July celebration very much, and we 
did not have fire crackers either. The committee appointed 
voted a “noiseless Fourth,’ but that did not interfere with a 
good time. Love to Wee Wisvom. Hays. 


MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA. 

Dear WeE Wispom—This is not the first time I have writ- 
ten to you. I do not suppose you will remember me, but the 
first time was in 1908. I spent a fortnight some time ago 
with Mrs. Foley and Elsie, at Tyabb. I had a splendid time 
picking fruit and doing all the lovely things one can do in the 
country. They took me for a drive to Mornington, a seaside 
place about seven miles from Tyabb. The beach there is so 
pleasant, and the weather was beautiful, so you can quite 
imagine the good time we had. Elsie. has a number of pets, 
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and I quite enjoyed them. I am very fond of the little mag- 
azine, and look forward every month to its coming. I was so 
pleased to see Miss Kellerhouse was writing again. My auntie 
gave me “Love’s Roses,” and I am so fond of it! I think Miss 
Kellerhouse is a beautiful writer. I hope this will be in time 
for the Birthday number, and that you will consider it good 
enough to print. I shall write to you again later on. I shall 
close now, with love to the editors and all the Wees every- 
where, and trusting that your Birthday will be bright and hap- 
py- From your loving friend, Evetyn Irene Hutert. 


Cuicaco, 

Dear Wee Wispom—We, too, will come to your Birthday 
Party, and we come to you in letter, wishing you a happy birth- 
day and many, many more. There are three of us who take Wee 
Wispom. They are Hermes, Golda and myself. We enjoy it 
very much and anxiously await the time when the next num- 
ber comes*to us. We, too, have started a string of beads, as 
Octavia Sheldon has done. Only she has a pearl for a perfect 
day, and a crystal for nearly perfect; but we have a crystal 
for a perfect day, because it is clear and transparent, which 
shows that we have been good and nothing has blurred the 
day. Also crystal represents the diamond, which is more val- 
uable than the pearl. We like our method better. We also 
are making a book called “The Life of Christ.” In that book 
there is nothing but that which refers to the life of Christ, 
which we cut out of a cheap New Testament and pasted in 
our book. We also have pictures illustrating the parts taken 
from the New Testament. With love to all, 

Hermes Knostocx, Gorpa AND ARBELLA JAMES. 

P. S. We are anxiously awaiting the Birthday Edition, 

which we know has something good in store for us. 


Wiwaka, Xmas Lake. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I hope you will have a very nice 
birthday. I am a little girl ten years old. I am in the fourth 
grade at school. I live in Duluth, but I am visiting at Xmas 
Lake, a small lake off of Lake Minnetonka. I can row a 
boat, and I am learning to swim. I go in bathing every day. 
I like the water very much. Yesterday I went to Minnehaha 
Falls on a picnic. I had a very nice time. My papa came 
to the lake for a few days. We all took a drive in the coun- 
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try. My brother John drove out, and I drove back. We had 
a nice drive. I like to drive. With love to all the little Wees 
and Mrs. Fillmore, your loving Wee, 

Dororuea M. Encet. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS. 


Lesson 10, September 4 
TWO PARABLES OF JUDGMENT.—Matt. 21:33-46. 

GOLDEN TEXT—“Therefore I say unto you, the king- 
dom of God shall be taken from you.’—Matt. 21:43. 

There was once a man who owned a vineyard, and he 
hired other men to care for it. When it was time for the 
fruit to ripen the owner sent his servants to the vineyard to 
get the fruit, but the men who had been hired to take care of 
the vineyard refused to give the fruit to the servants. We are 
all owners of vineyards. Our minds are our vineyards, and 
the thoughts we let into our minds are the men who are 
hired to look after the vineyard. 

It depends entirely on what kind of thoughts rule our 
minds whether or not we will get any fruit. If we let thoughts 
of anger or fear or doubt get into our minds, why, what kind 
of fruit should we be most likely to get? Nothing but shad- 
ows, and they are not real fruit at all. 

But if we keep thoughts of purity and love and health im 
our minds, as overseers of our vineyards, we will get good 
fruit, and lots of it—health fruit, love fruit, and strength 
fruit. Isn’t that what we want? 

We will remember that it all depends on us, and always 
keep good thoughts as rulers in our minds. 


Lesson 11, September I! 
THE KING’S MARRIAGE FEAST.—Matt. 22: 1-14. 
GOLDEN TEXT—‘Many are called, but few are chosen.” 
—Matt. 22: 14. 


This week we have another of those stories that are called 
“parables.” They are all meant to teach us some lesson. 


28 WEE WISDOM 


This particular story is about a great marriage feast 
which was prepared, and then the guests who were invited 
wouldn’t come. That seems foolish, doesn’t it? It was a large 
affair, and there were sure to be plenty of good things and a 
lovely time; but the guests would not come. 

Do you know there are just such people today? They 
may not refuse invitations to marriage feasts, but they daily 
refuse an invitation to a greater feast. 

The almighty Spirit which is everywhere, and which is all 
love, life, health, happiness, and prosperity, is inviting us every 
day to come and take all we can of health and life and joy 
and wealth. Yet some people do not accept their share of the 
feast. 

It is not hard to get. All we need do is to remember all 
the time that we are children of the Almighty and that all 
health and happiness belong to us. We should never let a 
thought of doubt, anger, or anything which is not true creep 
into our minds. 

It is to be hoped that none of the little Wees are declin- 
ing their invitations; but let us all sit down in the stillness 
for a moment and see if we are getting our share of good. 
If we discover that we are not, then we may know that we are 
refusing the invitations, for if we really want them and go 
after them the right way, no one can keep them from us. 

Let us all accept our invitations to the feast of the Spirit 
and take our fill of the good things of life. 


Lesson 12. September 18, 
THREE QUESTIONS.—Matt. 22: 15-22, 34-46. 


GOLDEN TEXT—‘Render therefore unto Caesar the 
things that are Caesar's. and unto God the things that are 
God’s.”—Matt. 22:21. 

We read today about a certain lawyer who asked Jesus 
which was the greatest commandment. Now you know there 
are ten commandments; and which do you suppose Jesus said 
was the most important? 

It was this one: “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart and with all thy soul and with all thy mind.” 
And the next important he said was, “Thou shalt love thy 
neighbor as thyself.” 
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He didn’t say a word about the others—“Thou shalt not 
steal,” “Thou shalt not kill,” ete. 

If we really love the great Spirit with all our minds, and 
if our hearts are full of love for our neighbors, there is not 
much danger of our stealing from them or killing them, is 
there? 

We must remember that not only people, but animals 
are our neighbors—all the cats and dogs and birds. If we 
are to obey the commandment, we must love them all, because 
the same life that is in us is in every one of them. 

So after all, the chief idea in the lesson is this: We need 
not think much about the commandments which begin “Thou 
shalt not,” if we will only keep in our minds and hearts the 
commandments which begin “Thou shalt love.” Let us keep 
them with all our souls and with all our minds, and we will 
get love and happiness in return. . 


Lesson I3, September 25. 
TEMPERANCE LESSON.—Galatians 5: 15-26. 


GOLDEN TEXT—If we live in the Spirit, let us also 


walk in the Spirit.”—Gal. 5:25. 

In today’s text we are told to walk in the Spirit What 
do you think that means? 

It is just this: All day long, no matter what we are do- 
ing, we should always listen to the voice within. We should 
get in the habit of asking its guidance. We should remember 
that we are the children of God, and do only those things 
which are worthy and good. This is walking in the Spirit. 

But sometimes we get all out of sorts and angry, and feel 
that we just have the hardest time in the world and that no- 
body cares anything about us. Then we must just get still 
and say, “The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He 
maketh me to lie down in green pastures: He leadeth me be- 
side the still waters.” You all know the twentythird Psalm, do 
you not? If you will say just that much of it when you get 
out of harmony, you will be surprised to see how quickly it will 
set you right. 

“The Lord is my shepherd”—that means that the Spirit 
within you will guide and protect you. 

“He maketh me to lie down in green pastures”—that is 
the loving voice within, which brings rest and peace. 

“He leadeth me beside the still waters”—the still waters 
mean harmony, satisfaction, contentment. 

Your thoughts will no longer be angry and rebellious, but 
harmonious and peaceful and happy. Then you will be walk- 
ing in the Spirit. Try it next time you are off the track, and 
see how beautifully and quickly it smoothes things out and 
restores the smile to your face. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


We are so glad some of you 
wrote about your gardens. It is en- 
couraging to know that you had good 
ones and liked them. Next year more 
of you will plant seeds and watch 
them grow. 

This month we all begin to get 
ready for school. Mother straightens 
out our clothes and we must straight- 
en out our minds, and make room for 
all the new things we are going to 
learn. 

Do you know people’s minds are like desks? You know 
how full desks get of all sorts of things. Sometimes they fairly 
bulge. Every once in a while they must be put in order and 
a lot of old trash destroyed. 

Minds seem to act in the same way. They get all clogged 
up and sluggish and must be put in order—for order, you 
know, is Heaven’s first law. ; 

How can we clean out our minds and straighten them 
up? That’s easy. Just get still and know that you are God’s 
child and that your mind is filled with good, strong, loving 
thoughts. Think lots of good thoughts, so that your mind 
will be flooded with them and all the dark corners will be 
brightened up with love. 

If we don’t have this housecleaning sometimes a dark 
thought creeps in and we don’t know anything about it. Then 
some day it may pop out in an angry word and we will be so 
sorry! We are all going to turn the light of love and purity 
on our minds and do away with the dark corners. Then all 


this year we will let only good into our minds, and we will be 
God’s healthy, happy children. 
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SEPTEMBER, 1910. 


September breezes gently blow, 
Warm to-day and cool to-morrow, 
As if it really didn’t know 
Whether summer or winter to borrow. 


Luscious fruit from bush and vine 


Will make the autumn’s ruddy wine. 
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4 IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK atthe end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE W1spom to continue her visits to you 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 

* * * 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance and I will fill 
their treasuries.” 
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THE FISHES’ MASCOT 


Emitie PamMeta Briees 


[A nonsense rhyme is one, you know, where you fancy 
strange things that couldn’t be so.—Eb.] 


There was an old woman who rode a pale horse, 
Who plowed up the clouds to make a race-course, 
But the Wind found her out, and in terrible gale, 
Blew her into the sea where she dropped on a whale. 
He spouted and puffed and turned upside down, 
And under she went to another man’s town. 

It was peopled with fishes all silver and gold; 

Their tails were defiant, their noses were cold; 

They circled around her and looked her well over; 
“What shall we.” so said they all, “do with this rover? 
Shall we bite off her toes, her fingers and nose, 

And punish her thus for wearing such clothes? 

Or send her again to the creatures up there, 

Who no better know than to live upon air? 


“Or, if she consents a mermaid to be, 
Our scales we'll contribute in quantities free, 
And keep her down here our mascot to be.” 


So they brought her a tail of wonderful sheen, 

All studded with gems of purple and green; 

Then gave her a comb of shark’s teeth and coral, 
To comb her long hair and point her a moral. 

Fine fins of spun glass all threaded with gold, 
They stuck on her sides to keep out the cold. 

With a net of bright scales they covered her back, 
When, lo and behold there came a great whack; 

A fisherman’s hook had caught in her hair, 

And high in a jiff’ she was raised in the air. 

Her scales flew apart and her comb it flew after, 
And all her fine trappings fell into the water. 
The fishes they scattered in wildest dismay, 
And fell plumb to the bottom in terror, they say; 
Then weeping salt tears, cried one to the other, 
“Oh, our mascot is gone! who'll bring us another?” 
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